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Edward Albert nodded gloomily. "And I got to hold
out for—from first to last for a year. While she	 I can't
do it, Pip."
" Well, don't get caught. Let not your left hand know what
your right hand doeth,"
" I shall go mad one day and shoot her."
" You won't even get to buying a pistol."
«I'll kill myself,"
'* You'll live—fo?—donkeys years."
" Well, what do you advise ? "
"The-e-e	" He prolonged the word into a neigh—
" prostitute is the safety-valve of the respectable Christian
life. That is all I can tell you. Be anonymous, be dark and
discreet. The King's Proctor will probably send his man to
ask your wife to tell her anything she knows about you. If
you keep on good terms with her	"
" Damn her ! "
" Exactly. If you keep on good terms with her, damn her,
she will send him empty away. And there you are 1 "
" And she has the laugh of me ! "
" She's much more likely to get sentimental about it, after it's
all over and she's got what she wants, whatever it is she wants*
Don't—hey—rankle, Teddy. These uncontested divorces,
they're like something done in an office. They're about as
interesting as the births, marriages and deaths in a country
newspaper. There's nothing spicy to get into the papers. It's
when the evidence of misconduct warms up, what the maid
saw through the keyhole and all that, or there's a fighting
cross-examination, that there's a fuss. I—hy—don't think
either of you will have to go into court. I don't think it's
necessary, but I may be wrong there. The case won't last
ten minutes. . . ."
That omniscient young undertaker was right. The King's
Proctor gave no sign. The decree nisi was made absolute in
due course. But by that time Edward Albert was already
embarked upon a new and happier way of life.

